The If ijidrj ef 

Hctnldc abluflu'ngcitall ofhimfclfe. 

And chid his crcwant yoth with fuch a grace. 

As i^he naaftred there a dou ble fpiri t 
Of teaching and of learning inltantly; 

Thcrcdid he paufeibut let me tell the world , 

Ifhcoutliue the enuy of this day 
England did ncucr owe fo fwcctc a hope. 

So much mifeonifrued in his wantonnelTe. 

Elot. Coofin 1 thinke thou art enamored 
Onhis follicsmeucr didl heare 
Of any Prince fo wild a liber tie: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will inibracc him with a fouldiers armc. 

That helhall fhrinke vndcr my curtefie. 

Arme.armc with speede,& fellows, fouldicrs.fricnds, 
Better confidcr what you hauc to doe, 

Thatl thathauenot wel the gift of tongue 

Can liftjyour bloud vp with perfwafion£»rer.4 fife^engtr . 

Jlfejf. My Lord, here are letters for you . 

Hot, icannotreadthemnow. 

OjGentlcmen, the time of hfe is lliort: 

To fpend that ftiortnelTe bafely .were too long, 

Ifiite did ride vpon adiallespoint. 

Still ending at thearriuall of an hotire. 

And if we Hue, we line to tread on kinges, 

Ifdie,braue death, when Princes die with 
Now for our confciences,thc armes are fairc, 

VVlien the intent ofbearing them is iuft . Enter anothtr, 
Mejf.My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Bot.l thenke him,that he cuts me from my talej 
For I profcflenottalkingjonely tin's. 

Let each mandoc his befftand here draw I a fword, 
VVhofe temper 1 intend to flainc 
V Vith the.bc(l blood that 1 can meet withall. 

In thcaduenturc of this perilous day« 

Now cfperance Percy, and fet on, 

^ Sound all the lofty inffruments of war. 

And by that mufickc let vs all embrace, 




mnriethefeurth. 

For hcauent»earth,fome ofvs ncucr fhall, 

A fecend time do fuch a curtefie. 

^ ^ Here they embrace ^he trumpets found, the King enterrmth hs f 
f,wer,alarmetothe batttll,then enter Douglas .and^.u'W aU 

Blunt, What is thy name, that in battel thus thou crofleft me 

VVhai honour doft thou Iceke vpon my head? 

D«»?.Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And Ido haunt thee in the battcll thus, 

Becaufcfomc tell me that thou art a king. 

They tell thee true. . , , , . 

Doug. The LordofStaffbrddcareto day hath bought 
Thy likcnc$,fbr in ftead of thec,King Harry 
This'fword hath ended hiraifo fhall it thee, 

Vnlefle thou yeeld t hce as my prifoncr. 

Blunt,\ wasnotborncaycclder, thou proud Scot 
Andthoulhalcfindaking that will reuenge 
Lord Staffords death, 

T hey fight, DmgUsktlf 'Blimt,theM enters Hot/pur. 

Hot* ODowglas,hadft thoofoughtat HolmedonthuS 
I BCHCt had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

Doug. Als donc,als wo«n,hei«breathlc$ lies the King, 

Hot, Where# DougMct^i 

Jion This,Do»glas ? noj know this face full well , 

A gallant knight he was, bis name wav Blunt, 

Semblably furnifht like the king himfelfc. 

De/ig. Ahfoolc,gocwith thy foule whither it goes 
A borrowed title haft thou bought to-dearc. 

Why didft thou tell me,that thou wert a King# 

Het.The king hathmany marching in his coatet. 

J)oug, Now by ray fword JL will kill all his coates, 
lie murthcr allhis wardropc,piece by piece, 

Vntill^mectc the king. Hot, V p,and a wayi 

Our fqttldiers ftand full fairely for the' day. 

tAUrme, Enter Valitalfffolut, 

Fa/. Though I could fcape {hot free at London, Ifeare the 
fliot here,hef s no fcoring but vpo the pate.Soft,who areyou? 
fir Walter Blunt,ther’s honor for you,her's no vanity, I am as 

TL hote 





